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By: Soju 


“From this distance, everything is perfect” 
Scotch improves things dramatically, at the very least. 


It’s not as if Dick Grayson’s ready to admit it’s the jealousy hijacking his night, because it’s 
not. From the moment he met Kory, Richard Grayson knew he had to come to terms with 
the fact that she was always going to be a ten-devotee-to-the-average-dozen, suitor-at- 
every-corner kind of girl. And if he was going to get anywhere near her, he’d have to learn 
how to embrace it, endless competition and all. Right now, the swarm of photographers 
and zealous fans that push and churn around each other to get a better view of Starfire 
only mildly annoys him. But to be plainly fair, can he blame them? She’s a vision. 


Koriand’r stands at the other end of the room while Dick Grayson gives a once over in his 
seat at the bar to steal a glance at his girlfriend. He catches her smile as she’s buffeted 
with flashes of lights and strings of surface-leveled questions from varying reporters. She 
can take microphones jammed into her personal space in the same way she can weave 
through skyscrapers in the air and bench a truck over her head: like a champ. He knows 
the smile that she’s pouring into the cameras right now. It’s genuine. Everything with Kory 
is genuine. 


Clad in a navy dress with crystals arranged to look like the Vega Star System, Koriand’r is 
glowing in an intensity that can rip a person’s breath away. Grayson’s experienced the 
sensation first-hand this very morning, when Kory stepped out of the bathroom of their 
hotel with the dress on and quirked her brows at him with a tilted head as if to say, well? 
What do you think? 


As if she didn’t know. 


How could Kory not know she was going to melt away people’s composure in a dress like 
that with the same ease she can melt away metal? Dick remembers how he had let a slice 
of silence stretch on for quite some time, before leaning in and whispering his answer. He 
remembers her mouth curl upward, framed so carefully within a deep crimson lip, and 
how the smile reached up to her eyes. His hands were on her hips, and she was impossibly 
warm. Radiant. Unending. Like the sun. 


With a rough yank, Dick Grayson pulls himself out of the memory and back to reality, and 
when he realizes there’s nothing much else this hotel bar can really offer him in terms of 
comfort, he treats himself to another glass of scotch on the rocks before dropping his 
card and leaving for the room. Dick makes a point of keeping his mouth shut until he 
makes it to the elevators, in order to prevent himself from betraying Kory’s night with the 
stratospheric heights of his irritability. Again, he’s not jealous. He’ll swear by it. 


It’s just that... well. He caught a gleam of it. It. The way her face beamed like a dozen 
stars at the email she had received a year ago from a famous Tokyo clothing line, 
offering with exuberance a Starfire-inspired collaboration. He had read the threads 
online about her. Seen her ricochet from Jump to Japan over and over again to 
attend the meetings, choose the fabrics and the shapes, and market the project on 
late night television and commercials as if she had been a movie star all her life. 
Dick Grayson thought he monopolized the spotlight experience amongst the Titans. 
Koriand’r, as always, became a game changer. 


Grayson’s thoughts carry him out of the elevators and beyond the confines of the 
hotel room--a complimentary suite on the company’s behalf, of course--because 
the minute he swipes the key and swings the door open, he’s already making a 
beeline for the window. Soon enough Dick Grayson is scaling up the sides of a 40- 
story building, until he straddles a ledge at the very top, incredibly pleased with 
himself, because he had done all of that with alcohol beginning to take over his 
system. 


Tokyo at the end of the day gleams brighter than Jump, but city lights are city 
lights, and Dick Grayson feels at home whenever wind can run through his hair on 
top of any skyscraper. What even was it about the night--and the heights--that 
made Dick question the things he’d never question before in the day and on the 
ground? 


Whatever the answer is, high up in the comfortable domain of Nightwing, he 
contemplates the painful truth he was avoiding at the bar. That he had done his 
own share of amusing the press with quips and charming soundbytes regarding 
Kory’s new fashion line. He can banter lightheartedly to the public about Kory’s 
success to Kingdom Come, but beneath the veneer of jokes and smiles--he worries 
that he’s not keeping up with the speed of Starfire’s world. 


The fear had crept in on him like a deluge in the beginning. But earlier that day, 
when they had asked Kory to fly up to the billboard and pose, it hit Dick Grayson all 
at once. He watched in almost surreal horror as Kory pulled the tarp off, only to 
reveal herself. Hundreds of square feet covered in gold skin and fiery red hair and 
hypnotizing green eyes that would stare into the city of Tokyo for months. The 
revelation hits him once more now. Starfire’s success is growing in all directions 
and dimensions, quickly, like wildfire, and Dick wonders if he’s holding her down. 


He feels the warmth of her before he hears her, but he’s still not prepared--never 
is, really--for how the sound of her voice washes over him like a wave. 


Makes him feel alive. Secure. 


“Much like a pretty bird to find a place to perch. If you were trying to hide from me, my love, you 
have failed.” The smiles creeps in her tone. 


“As if it’s possible to get out of your sight; billboard Kory sees everything.” 


Kory does that crinkly thing with her nose when she giggles that, honestly, Dick Grayson will never 
get over. His heart lurches up to his throat as she sits herself down off the ledge. 


He pushes his hands through his hair. “So, they relieved you from doing the monkey-dance, huh?” 
“No, | just snuck off.” 

“Kory!” 

“Richard.” 

“Of all nights t--” 


“Sales will not plummet just because I’ve stolen an hour to myself.” Kory leans in and bumps her 
shoulders to his teasingly. “They will see me soon.” 


“Do you think anyone noticed that Nightwing was around to support his fellow teammate?” 
“Hm,” Kory considers. “| noticed when you were not, does that count?” 


Dick chuckles without his own consent, and Kory takes the opportunity to move in closer. The 
warmth of her always--always--overwhelms him. He can’t get enough of her. Finally alone with 
Starfire, Dick considers her, rather liking the glitter across her face and the deep kohl lining around 
her emerald eyes. She looks like the galaxy. A celestial body. 


“How acutely sometimes the presence or absence of specific people matter to me,” she says to him, 
her face achingly close to his. And Dick can’t really help himself. He moves forward and closes the 
distance between them with a kiss. Starfire mercifully kisses back. He doesn’t know how long it 
lasts, but when she pulls back, he misses it already. 


Dick wants to let the insecurity fall out of his mouth, like unspooling ribbon, for her to hear. 
Because he wants to be honest. But this is where Gotham fails him. Grayson these days would 
rather keep any type of familial resentment at bay, but spewing out feelings as transparently as a 
jellyfish has always been a weakness for him, as it has been for his mentor. A young Robin had 
learned from Batman that the truth rarely sets you free. It makes you feel awkward and 
embarrassed and defenseless and horrified and petrified and vulnerable. Nothing like feeling free. 
More like feeling like shit. 


Kory’s school of thought is different, however, and one day Dick thinks he'll get there, 
all Dick can manage is an over dramaticized sigh and clipped words spoken out in | 


“What if | can’t give you everything you want, Kory?” 


“What?” 


“| mean-- what if a simple life with me is all | can offer you?” 


“| suppose... I’ll yell up to X’hal. And ask her why other people have been given so little 
when | have been given so much.” 


Kory’s smile is a revelation, and it’s a different kind this time. Soft and subtle. Only for 
him. It reaches her eyes and he bottles it. 


KORY WEARS: 

Celestials Collection 

Dress, Starfire Label 

Starfall Earrings, Model's Own 


RICHARD WEARS: 

Celestials Collection 

Tuxedo, Gotam Black 

Celectials x Wayne Entertainment 


CEL re 


By: Dottie-wan-Kenobi 


Neither of them are unused to photoshoots, to being told where to stand and how to 
glance at or away from the camera. It’s different, though, doing it with each other: Kory 
is usually with other models, and Dick is with his family. Those situations are more 
casual, the instructions broader. Kory always comes home with stories about the kinds 
of fun she gets up to with her modeling friends, and Dick is used to tucking one of his 
brothers under an arm and smiling for an hour, the sound of bickering filling the air. 


Today is nothing like that. There are space-themed decorations and props—the gazebo 
and bench they have to sit on are modeled after Tamaranean architecture—but the 
atmosphere is much more serious. The pictures being taken are akin to wedding 
portraits, and they have to sit very still for long stretches of time while Donna gets all 
kinds of angles. The only easy part, really, is when they’re told to look at each other. In 
one moment, they were seated on the bench, her legs in his lap and her hands cupping 
his face. He hadn’t been able to resist leaning forward to kiss her. That, at least, he 
knows will be a good picture. 


Thankfully, they’re allowed breaks, which they spend sitting off to the side, stretching 
and people watching. Kory sits next to him, one hand holding his while the other rests in 
her lap. She looks like a princess in a beautiful green gown covered in little white dots, 
the bits of lace mimicking stars. He’s wearing a black suit like a prince’s, the undershirt 
and pocket square matching the colors of her dress. They’re meant to look like 
something out of a fairytale, a real life royal couple. 


“Will we have to do this on Tamaran?” He asks, gently squeezing her fingers. It’s nice, 
being able to touch her, having that reassurance, and he knows she feels the same. Lots 
of the poses they’ve had to do involve touching in some way, but this is different, this is 
just for them. 


“Thankfully, no. We will have to sit down every... | believe it would be a decade or so, to 
do the royal painting, but that is all. Nothing like these painfully long photoshoots.” She 
smiles at him, a private little joke between them, and he can’t help but smile back. It’s 
impossible not to return her joy, even if ‘painfully long’ is right. They’ve been here since 
morning, barely enough time to eat before they were out the door. (Though really, 
that’s their fault. They’d stayed up late the night before practicing talking in 
Tamaranean.) It’s around noon now, and it seems as though the photographers will 
never be done with them. 


“That sounds much better,” he agrees. “Will Komand’r and Ryand’r be there too, or just 
us?” 


“Either we can invite them to join us for the picture, or it can be just me and you.” Her 
smile turns teasing, a little sharp, and she adds, “That is, until we have children of our 
own.” 


The thought makes his heart race a little, but not because he’s scared. Having kids 
with Kory, having a family with her, is something he wants more and more everyday. 
She'll be an amazing mother, and the thought of them cuddling up with their baby 
between their chests is overwhelming in the best way. His dreams are filled with 
images of him rocking their baby, with her hair and his eyes, and of her teaching 
their little toddler how to float against the backdrop of the night sky. 


Since they got engaged, he’s been learning as much about Tamaran as he possibly 
can, reading up on the duties he'll have as Prince Consort. While some of it is 
diplomatic, he’s been more interested in the domestic parts. A tradition they've both 
been excited to enact is the starting of the garden—together, they'll plant seeds 
from both Tamaran and Earth, to show their unity. The fruits that come from the 
plants will be used in ceremonies, to feed each other, guests, and yes, eventually 
their children. 


Biting his lip, he gives her a look, squeezes her fingers again. She twists in her chair, 
her other hand coming up to clasp where they're already holding hands. It's a warm 
and loving embrace and it makes his heart swell. 


“Kor, you know we agreed we'd wait,” he says. And they did—they’re both aware that 
moving to Tamaran will be an adjustment. Kory will have to get used to being home 
again, and Dick needing to acclimate to an entirely new life. As much as they're both 
looking forward to finally getting married, expanding their family, things like that, 
other duties have to come first. Running a kingdom on another planet is going to 
take a lot of work and attention, more than they could reasonably do while also 
caring for a baby. 


“| know, my love. And we're right to wait, we are, but | can’t help but dream of it, you 
know?" There's a sparkle in her eyes that Dick is hopelessly in love with. 


“Yeah, | get i—” 


“Five minutes,” one of the interns says, rushing up to them. “Do either of you need 
to go through makeup again?” 


They glance at each other, and it’s all they need. Dick shakes his head slightly, and 
Kory tells the poor kid, “No, we're fine, thank you.” 


They nod and move along, leaving them alone again. Well, as alone as they can 
get with people moving around them every which way. Dick doesn't really mind it, 
if he’s being honest. They're used to chaos and overlapping voices. 


“| get it,” Dick repeats, stroking his thumb back and forth between her palms. Her 
hands hold such power. They're quick to protect and quick to reach out. 
Sincerely, he tells her, “You're good at everything you do. You'll be good at being a 
mom, too.” 


“You're sweet,” she says. Leaning over, she presses a kiss to his mouth, her hair 
slipping down and ensconcing them, hiding them away from prying eyes. It leaves 
them both grinning, and he thinks, God, | love her. 


He tucks her hair back, and can’t help kissing her again, a little too long. 


“You know,” she says, pulling away. “My people will be glad to have you. Our rulers 
always do better with someone who loves them by their side.” 


“Oh, | can definitely be that.” 

“Hey, lovebirds!” Donna calls. “We're ready for you!” 

“Coming!” Kory rolls her eyes teasingly, and they kiss one last time before she 
stands up, adjusting her hair. “Let's do this, honey. The sooner we're done, the 
sooner we can get back home and keep working on your Tamaranean. Do | need 


to get my makeup fixed?” 


He joins her, tilting his chin up as she straightens his tie. She looks perfect to him, 
of course, but her lipstick is a little smudged. “Maybe a little.” 


By: Pixie 


Some things never change, Dick muses grimly, and, surprisingly, the boredom created by a 
Gotham charity gala actually seems to have gotten worse than when he was twelve and 
decidedly less adept at curbing his hyperactivity. Bruce is surrounded by his usual gaggle of 
admirers, Tim has managed to find an audience that will actually listen to him instead of 
patronising him for his youth, Cassandra is wooing her usual selection of very stupid society 
boys, and Damian is nowhere to be found, something Dick envies. At least this time he isn’t 
alone. 


Dick sips his champagne as he stares across the ballroom. In a galaxy of glitterati Kory 
shines brighter than anyone else; a supernova among white dwarfs. It’s to be expected, of 
course: she’s mesmerising, attracting everyone with two eyes and a lick of sense. He 
watches her laugh, always sincere, and he would feel a thrill of jealousy, but... he’s the one 
who knows how those green green eyes sparkle with real laughter. 

He’s the one who can drape a hand around her waist and whisper in her ear. He’s content 
enough in that knowledge that he can simply watch her dazzle the room, and he does love 
watching her. 


She’s always beautiful, but dear God, she’s breath-taking this evening. Her fiery hair pulled 
back, piled high, revealing the bare breadth of her shoulders and the curve of her neck. 

Her curls still hide her back, but Dick can imagine running his fingers down her spine, her 
golden-brown skin hot to the touch as always. Her dress hugs her curves, flaunting them, 
showing them off, and Dick bites the rim of his glass to keep himself in check. Her thighs are, 
as always, to die for, and who can blame him if he just can’t resist thinking decidedly 
inappropriate thoughts about them. One of her long, toned legs shows through the 
vertiginous split in her skirt and Dick sighs softly to himself, imagining himself running kisses 
along its length and longing for it. 


She moves, turning slightly, still laughing with pure unadulterated charm, and her 
champagne-coloured dress sparkles with her every move. She’s even more like the sun than 
she usually is, her gravitational pull inexorable to everyone around her, and never has the 
name “Starfire” been more appropriate. Even with her usual soft glow and fire dulled by her 
glamour stone (an unfortunate necessity to maintain the double life Dick leads), she still 
lights everyone and everything around her up like Christmas. 


A warrior must always pay attention to their surroundings, but Kory is finding it hard to 
focus on anything else but Dick’s eyes on her. She can feel them like a physical touch, warm 
and gentle on her skin, lit with affection and hunger. She smiles to herself and shifts slightly, 
turning towards him in acknowledgement... and also so she can look at him as well. 


Whenever he bothers with formal attire, Dick is always so ridiculously handsome. His black 
suit is perfectly tailored to his lithe muscles, just taut enough in all the right places, and- 
Kory bites her lip. What wouldn’t she give to simply tear it off him right now, but... Terran 
propriety stops her. The restraint people show on this planet often drives her mad, and 
tonight she is feeling it more than ever. On Tamaran, she would have already absconded 
with him, drawing him away from the crowds and into her arms in some private corner of 
the Royal Palace, and she would have her way with him, drew pretty moans and hard 
gasps from him until he melted against her, but here... well, she can’t have that. It’s 
frustrating, but she is still royalty, and royalty knows how to behave in settings like this. 


Still, that doesn’t mean she can’t rejoice in the heat of his gaze and the glorious lines of his 
body. He tilts his head slightly, his soft, thick hair, night sky-dark, falling into those dark 
blue eyes of his. His pretty lips curve upwards when their eyes meet, and he sips his drink. 
She can’t help but smile in reply, and she can feel her face flush. It’s not often she gets 
flustered like this, too open with her emotions to be demure, but Dick often makes her feel 
like she is back in the rush of youth, where every feeling of love and desire is new and 
powerful and beyond comprehension. She looks down, stifling a giggle, and hides her 
giddiness with her own champagne glass. 


It does get hard to concentrate on what is going on around her when her attention is so 
focused on someone yards away, but she also knows full well that none of the people 
surrounding her are there for glittering conversation. Humans have an awful tendency to 
never notice a person’s mind and heart, only their body, and it can be frustrating. She has 
also noticed, to her distaste, that some humans are never content to keep their hands to 
themselves. It is like this across the universe, of course (and she, of anyone, would know 
this) but it still leaves a bitter taste in her mouth when someone decides looking isn’t 
enough. One of the men around her steps closer, winds his arm around her waist, and grins 
lecherously. And she can already see Dick putting down his glass, adjusting his tie, and 
crossing the floor. 


Dick is perfectly content to simply keep watching her from a distance, but as soon as 
someone puts his hands on her, that’s it. Dick’s jealousy, so rigorously kept in check, rages 
forth, and, as much as he knows Kory is perfectly capable of taking care of herself, he can’t 
help but stride over. Of course, a younger him would get in the man’s face, yell, perhaps 
even throw a punch. Younger him needed to chill out, honestly. 


“Hey, babe,” is all he says when he gets there. Kory immediately steps into his space, 
against his side, and the other man’s arm falls away. It’s replaced by Dick’s, a little 
possessive, maybe, but he squeezes her gently and feels her relax against him, all tension 
melting away. The other man (some Gotham fat cat he probably should remember, but 
never cared to) looks positively sour, and all Dick can feel about that is triumphant. 


The gaggle of men around Kory look disappointed now, the conversation immediately 
petering out now Dick is present (and it’s obvious none of them wants to have a pissing 
contest with the host’s eldest son). It doesn’t matter. He leans up, his lips close to her ear. 


“Wanna get out of here?” he murmurs, and he knows he’s not imagining it with he feels a 
gentle shiver run through her, the corners of her lips curling upwards. 


“It was lovely talking to you, gentlemen!” she says, bright and breezy and so sincere he 
almost laughs. He shifts his hold to her hand, fingers threaded and palms pressed together, 
and leads her to the French doors that lead onto the terrace. 


For such a pleasant night, it’s surprisingly devoid of people. The plants Alfred so 
meticulously tends to are in full bloom, green and vibrant, and beyond the balustrade, past 
where the night-time shadows blend with the warm light spilling from the ballroom, lie the 
grounds: the lawn, the flowerbeds, the swimming pool. Dick isn’t looking ahead, though, his 
gaze is fixed beside him. 


Kory leans on the balustrade, her head tilted up to the heavens, counting stars. She always does this 
when it’s night, he thinks sadly. Earth is her home, but she never can resist searching for Tamaran, so 
very far away. 


He presses closer, winds his arms around her and kisses her bare shoulder. “Hey,” he murmurs. She 
turns in his embrace, her arms around his shoulders. 


“Hello,” she replies, her smile widening, becoming more open and brighter and so damn beautiful. 
He’d love to stare at her forever more, just drink in the intoxicating sight of her until he dies of 
alcohol poisoning, but her lips are full and soft and tempting, and he allows himself to be tempted. 
She responds eagerly, lips supple, tongue insistent, her fingers carding into the short hair at the base 
of his neck. He tightens his hold on her waist, circles around to the small of her back, teasing up and 
down her bare spine with his fingers and sighing into the kiss. 


When they pull apart, she giggles. “Can we leave yet?” she asks, her voice husky and full of promise. 
Dick checks his watch. 


“Eh, Bruce can clear up without us,” he says, grinning. “Fly us upstairs, babe?” 


“With pleasure,” she replies, and he buries his face in her neck and sighs as her feet leave the ground, 
taking him with her up towards the stars. 


By: NightofNyx8 


Dick Grayson caught the crisp scent of October air on the wind, the halo of the full moon piercing 
through the inky sky. Usually, Dick would have been annoyed at yet another call of a couple seeing some 
flying saucer pass by during their makeout session. The scene mostly involved him impatiently explaining 
that Wayne Industries owned many aircrafts that entered into the city, and if they would kindly get off 
the private property that served as Gotham’s weapon testing arena. 


The caller who had phoned in the sighting this time must have vacated a while ago once they realized the 
police were no longer taking the claims seriously, but Dick had still been assigned to make sure nothing 
funny was going one. Normally he would have been annoyed at wasting an entire night on patrol. 
Tonight, however, Officer Grayson was perfectly content sitting in his cruiser. Alone. No chiefs screaming 
orders, no suspects who were terrible at lying, and especially no Bruce Waynes with their imposing wills 
forced upon him. 

Many were familiar with the story of Bruce Wayne: the child billionaire who lost his entire world one 
tragic night in an alley. He had since worked as one of Gotham’s most important assets in making the 
entire city safer and accessible to accomplish the dream of his late parents. 

Gotham was also home to an even more elusive figure, donned in black in the late hours of the night. You 
never saw him coming, but you’d be out cold and wake up hand-cuffed to the police station gates the 
next morning. The ambiguous Batman, who of course, had absolutely no connection to Bruce Wayne 
whatsoever. 

To Dick, he was known as just Bruce. No more, no less. 


Dick yawned and stretched out into the seat. The night was quiet and peaceful, the shafts of moonlight 
throwing disfigured shadows through the trees overhead. Dark. Quiet. Alone. 


Just how he liked it. 

“Mom, | don’t want to wear this. | feel ridiculous.” 
“It’s because you remind me of a little robin.” 

No. 


“We are gathered here today to mourn the passing of John and Mary Grayson.” 
“I’m afraid Master Wayne’s work demands much of his time.” 


Not this again. 


“You can’t hold back, Robin. If you’re not willing to give up everything, then you're not ready to wear the 
mask.” 


“Come out, Boy Blunder! | want to see the light leave your eyes!” 


“Why can’t you ever just tell me something straight, Bruce? Why do | always feel like I’m just some pawn 
in your little game?” 


“| remember you telling me you wanted to be just like him when we were kids.” 
“That’s not me, Babs. I’m nothing like him!” 

STOP. 

| quit. 


Dick’s buried his head in his hands, the familiar headache pounding like a drum in the base of his 
skull. 


It’s been three years since I’ve left. 
So why hasn't it gotten any better? 


He let a sigh escape from his lips. Count to ten. Breathe. 
Don’t think. Shut it all out. He thought. Forget that it ever happened. 


His heart rate slowed and his mind turned quiet again. He could even pretend to ignore the sudden 
vibrations in the earth that sent the car shuddering. 


Wait a second— 

An enormous burst of light exploded suddenly in the sky above him. Its sound alone shook the little 
clearing Dick had found refuge in. Tiny rocky pellets ricocheted off the windshield as the larger ones 
splintered into the glass. 

“What in the world—?” 

The light above grew brighter and brighter, sinking closer towards the ground. 


Right towards him. 


Dick scrambled out of the car, scampering to the large coverage of rocks stationed five feet away. He 
had just barely jumped over the lip of his shelter when the ship collided with the earth behind him. 


Looking back on the experience, he could probably estimate he was out for only five minutes or so. 
But whatever the case, Dick awoke to find himself flat on his back, staring into the forestry above 
him that was now suffocated with smoke. 


He arose slowly, nursing a rather nasty cut on his right arm caused by who knows what. He could see 
the glowing light coming from whatever had crashed from behind the rocky shelter. 


“Okay, Grayson.” He breathed. “It’s probably just a weapons test gone wrong.” 


The ship was a massive piece of work. Gleaming shards of ti 
the clearing, revealing a silver sphere the size of a mini 


This was no weapons test, that was for sure. 


Carefully, Dick picked his way over the space shuttle, avoiding the discarded remains that still hissed with 
heat. He had almost reached the middle of the wreckage when he felt something collide with his foot. 


Something alive. 

Dick let out a yelp of surprise, but the sight take greeted him below made him catch his breath. 

The unconscious woman he had almost tripped over was strikingly beautiful. Her face seemed to be chiseled 
from stone, yet held such warmth to it. Crimson curls fanned out from her face like fire. He was so taken aback 
by her appearance that it took him a full minute to realize her hands were chained a large metal sheath that 
went up to her elbows. 

He bent down and reached out to check her pulse, only to retract at the sudden heat her skin radiated. 

Who are you? 

Focusing on her bonds, he noticed a intricate set of holes located near the bottom of the sheath. 

Well, at least some of the things he learned with the caped crusader came in handy. 

His fingers found the familiar tool he had carried with him since he was nine on his belt. Dick didn't recognize 
the lock pattern, but he had picked enough locks in his life that this one couldn't be that much different. After 


a couple of minutes, he finally heard a satisfying click as the bonds sprang open. 


Dick barely had time to congratulate himself when he heard the mysterious girl stir. Her eyes suddenly 
fluttered open, revealing solid green orbs that glowed like embers. 


“Uh...hello.” 


She stared right up at him, never blinking. Only now Dick to began to realize that her entire body seemed to 
give off the same sort of glow as the wrecked ship. 


“Are you alright?” 

She seemed to consider him for a moment before hardening her expression in defiance. 

“Ruthz'gaiv!” 

He barely had time to register she had just spoken in a different language when he felt himself flying 
backwards thirty feet in the air. He slumped against the trunk of the tree, his chest burning where the strange 
girl had kicked him. 


Okay. He decided. Either she’s part of some secret military experiment project, or she’s not from ere 


She stalked towards him, her metal armor clanking as she stumbled in determination. 
“Wait!” Dick threw his hands in front of his face. “I wasn't trying to hurt you!” 


But the girl only picked him up by the front of his collar and lifted him of 


Her long red hair was now consumed by licking strands of fire that gave off such an intense heat that it singed the hair right off 
his forearms. 


Dick closed his eyes, waiting for whatever strike she would deal him him, but nothing came. He peeked out tentatively. She was 
gazing curiously at her freed hands, as if she had just now realized she was no longer in chains. 


The alien glanced towards Dick's right hand, where he still held the little tool he had used to cut her bonds. 

Her eyes flitted back to him, and he felt a burning tug in his gut. He fought to keep his heartbeat at a steady pace. 
Great. He was falling for the girl who was about to kill him. 

‘She lowered him back onto the ground, the fire in her hair already sputtering out. She was still quite close to him. 
“Uh, thanks.” He started. “Sorry about that, just wanted to make sure—mmh!" 


He had kissed other girls before. Obviously, you can't play Bruce Wayne's ward by day and Batman's sidekick by night without 
earning a reputation for that sort of thing. He felt himself to be well versed in passionate, short-lived relationships. 


But this was nothing like that. 

Her lips were warm against his, yet gentle as well. A sudden warmth blossomed in his chest that had nothing to do with the dying 
fires. And after the initial shock wore off he found himself kissing her back—kissing a complete, total stranger who was most 
definitely not from Earth. 


She pulled away and smiled, as if enjoying the dumbstruck look that was one hundred percent on his face right now. 


“Greetings, stranger.” She spoke, her voice soft and pleasant. “I do apologize, my people have the ability to extract any language 
through the act of kissing.” 


“Well, that's certainly...new.” He smiled back and held out his hand. “My name's Dick Grayson.” 


“Lam Koriand'r, of Tamaran." She looked curiously at his hand, as though not entirely sure why he was holding it out. 
“Oh, uh, like this.” He took her hand and shook it firmly. “It’s how we say hello.” 


Koriand'r laughed, the sound bouncing off the clearing like bells. “How strange.” 

She rubbed at her wrists, which shone with angry red welts from her cuffs. 

“Are you alright?” 

She sighed. “Yes. Thank you for releasing me. | have not been free of those bonds for many moons.” 


She turned away from him and walked over to where her chains lay in the ground. He watched with interest as green energy 
collected around her fist. She aimed it towards her discarded chains and blasted them to bits in a matter of seconds. 


Yep. Definitely not human. 
Dick walked over to where she stood, She gazed with intensity at the ruined remait 
He cleared his throat awkwardly. “You're from Tamaran, you said?” 
“Yes, It is located in the Vega System.” 


“Oh.” 


Koriand’r was now examining the pile of rubble before her that used to be her ship. The closer Dick 
studied it, the more he realized it was more of a pod. 


An escape pod. 

“You were a prisoner?” He guessed. 

Her figure seemed to grow heavy at his words. 

“Yes.” she replied. “The Gordanians attacked my home planet, and | was taken as a prize for their King.” 
“A prize.” Dick’s stomach clenched in anger as he guessed the implied meaning. 

“Yes.” She responded bitterly. 

The fires had died down to a smoldering mess, the air growing colder in the lateness of the season. Only 
now did Dick begin to notice the bruises and cuts she sported all over her body. An open gash on her 
forearm that must have been caused from the crash dripped steadily. 

“You're hurt.” 


Koriand’r turned towards him in confusion, and he gently took hold of her arm. Neither said a word as he 
tore off a piece near the hem of his shirt and wrapped it tightly around her arm. 


“You are an odd man, Dick Grayson.” 
“Huh?” 


“You are very...nice.” She said cautiously, almost as if struggling to find the right word. “| do not find this 
to be common in most.” 


He laughed lightly. “It’s nothing, don’t worry about it.” 
“| would not call it nothing.” She replied, her emerald eyes burning into his. 


Dick was now very aware of his heart running a marathon inside his chest. He gently pushed back a few 
strands of hair away her face, feeling the impulsive urge to kiss her again. 


Instead he looked down and forced down a swallow. “So...are you going back to Tamaran?” 


Koriand’r blinked, her eyes suddenly creasing with worry. “Yes, | must find a way to return. | have to see 
what has become of my people after the attack. Although—” She looked hopelessly at the ruined sh 
her ship. “I do not believe this one will take me very far. And | do not have the strength to travel | 
without it for the moment.” 


“You can come with me.” He suggested. “I just might know someone who can help y 
“With you?” 


“Yes. That is, if that’s alright with you.” 


Hold on a second, Grayson. The logical part of his brain said. You haven't been home in three years, and every time you see Bruce 
it ends in a shouting match. 


True. Very, very true. 


As much as he didn't like the idea of going back to his mentor, Dick knew that Bruce never turned down someone who needed 
help. 


“Everything I've taught you is so you don't become like me, Dick.” 
Dick sighed. He was going to have to have this conversation sooner or later. And besides, Koriand'r needed help. 
Oh, Bruce was going to have a field day with this one. 


He could see the headlines now: 
The Prince of Gotham Finally Returns Home with Strange Alien Girl. 


Well, at least he would get to taste Alfred's cooking again. 


His police scanner suddenly roared to life. “Grayson, Report. Is there anything going on out there? We need you back at the 
station, there's a mountain of paperwork waiting with your name on it.” 


He chuckled and tossed the scanner into a nearby pile of rocks. “Come on Koriand'r. We've got a ways to walk.” 

“Oh no, let us fly instead!” 

“Fly?” 

“Yes, it will be much faster. | cannot go far, but | still possess a bit of strength to travel a little.” 

He hesitated. He hadn't truly flown since he was nine. 

Back then, he was invincible, exuberant, and free. He had flown with Batman too, but that seemed like a lifetime ago. 
Forget. Don't think about it. 

“Do you trust me, Dick Grayson?" Koriand'r asked softly. 


She was quite close now, so close he could feel the warmth radiating off of her. 


There was absolutely no reason to get involved. He could walk away right now instead of getting involved in an alien's business. 
But from that very start, Dick knew it was hopeless. No matter what he did, no matter how hard he tried, he would never be able 
to forget this ethereal being before him. Blazing emerald eyes met rigid blue as something built up in his chest that he hadn't felt 
in a long time—wonder. 

“L trust you.” He said firmly, 


She smiled and grabbed hold of his hand. He felt himself being lifted off the ground, the sky 
climbed higher. 


He hadn't flown in quite a while. 


But he indeed had fallen. 
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By; Ava Chanel 


Dick Grayson had girlfriends before. He kept telling himself this, as if it somehow made him 
feel less nervous. Experienced veterans didn’t quiver in front of their future wife’s father. 
He’d done this so many times, and yet, he’d sooner be at the mercy of Deathstroke’s blade 
than having to meet Princess Koriand’r’s parents. 


"Blue or yellow?" he called out, glaring into the mirror with a scowl on his face, as if the sight 
of his own reflection alone was offensive. 


When no reply came after several minutes, he tried again with more urgency, "Kory?! Kory!" 


Dick undid the tie for what felt like the millionth time in the span of half an hour, fingers 
shaking with pent-up frustration and anxiety. He nearly yanked it off, his face growing flush 
with nervous heat, and his teeth grinding together with his clamped jaw. 


"What's the emergency, my love?" Kory entered the room, eyeing with amusement the striped 
tie he'd tossed angrily onto the bed. “Is everything alright?” 


Running a hand through his hair, he sighed, the presence of his fiancee already calming him 
somewhat. “Tie. Colour. Blue? Yellow?” He enunciated, his temper flaring and making each 
word a punctuated grumble. 


Kory smiled, but it only came off as pitying. Still, she meandered over, picked up one of the 
offending ties, and began to gently do it up for him. Notably, Dick relaxed, breathing through 
his nose and inhaling her sweet, summery scent. 


Only when he looked down did he notice that his tall, alien princess wasn’t wearing much at 
all. “Uh...Kory?” He coughed, clearing his throat. “Are you dressed yet?” 


“Yes?” 
The outfit she wore was somehow both revealing, regal, and also suitable for combat should 
the need arise. Dick wasn’t entirely sure how all three could be possible, and yet, there she 
stood, looking every part the Tamaranean royalty that she was. “Do you think...that maybe 
I’ve overdressed a little?” 

A hint of a playful smile betrayed his previous feelings of anger, and the sides of Kory’s mouth 
twitched as well just as she gently pulled the tie together, fingers intimately gliding over the 
delicate, satin fabric. “Perhaps a little, but that is what | do so love about you, Richard.” 


“The fact that I’m in a suit and tie instead of a loincloth?” 


She laughed through her nose and shook her head. “No, my love. Your humanity.” 
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Kory dipped in for a kiss before he could open his mouth to retort, and then with the power of 
her lips, it was like he’d forgotten what he’d been going to say, anyways... 


“| really should have packed a loincloth...” 


Kory squeezed his arm where hers had looped through, smiling brightly ahead but whispering 
so only he would hear, “You look fine, dear. Don’t worry so much.” 


“God, | don’t know what | was expecting. Who packs a suit and tie to space?!” Anxiety spiked, 
and Dick could almost feel the room spinning around him, his head and face growing hot in 
flashes. It was like an elephant had sat on his chest. 


Kory pinched him again, a little harder this time. “Relax, breathe. Through the nose, out of the 
mouth, just like we’ve practiced.” 


Dick did as she instructed, and slowly, his heart returned to a normal rhythm, his blood no 
longer rushing in his ears. “Sorry,” he apologized, embarrassed by his reaction and feeling 
sheepish already. 


“For what?” 


Everyone in the room was staring at them. Maybe because Kory was their princess, maybe 
because she was engaged to a human male who was at least a head shorter than every 
Tamaranean there. Maybe because he’d never be good enough for their daughter. 


“!’'m making a mess of things and we haven't even said anything to anyone yet.” 


Kory giggled like he’d just said something silly. “Then it is in your favor that no one here would 
understand you anyways.” 


Dick paled, colour draining from his face, and he halted, dragging Kory back with him. “What? 
What’s wrong?” 


“|... don’t have to...kiss them, do I?” Dick swallowed, realizing how preposterous he sounded in 
the moment, but also how very likely that outcome could be on a foreign planet like Tamaran. 


Kory burst out into laughter, tears glistening in the corners of her glowing eyes and catching the 
unamused attention of a few other Tamaranean royals cluttered about the room. “Of course 
not! Not unless you wished it, of course, although | can’t say father would be too thrilled with 
you locking lips with him or mother.” 


Dick managed a nervous chuckle and tugged at the collar of his dress shirt. “This may come as a 
surprise to you, but I’d really rather not. Kissing you is enough for me.” * 


Giving his arm another tender squeeze, they continued their way towards her pi 
Dick still feeling and looking every part of an outsider in his sharp Earth clothes 


King Myand’r was perhaps the most intimidating Tamaranean man Dick had ever met, with a 
beard so thick and so red, plated into a braid that reached his belly, rivaling that of his 
daughter’s own mane of fire. Dick’s hands grew clammy, gulping as Kory let go to give her father 
akiss on the cheek in greeting. They exchanged affectionate words in their alien tongue, and not 
for the first time that day, Dick felt like he didn’t belong. 


His tongue felt thick and fat and dry in his mouth, like someone had stuck a wad of cotton in 
there, and his scalp was sweating even before the King’s unnatural eyes — both familiar and new 
— gauged him from behind the safety of Koriand’r’s form. 


Kory had moved on to greet her mother — an otherworldly beauty much like her daughter, with 
hair perhaps a tad brighter than her husband’s and dressed in a similar outfit to Kory’s more 
traditional garb — and so Dick was left unguarded, not truly knowing what to do and wondering if 
anything he said could be taken as offensive or impolite. 


Wiping his sweating hands on his pants, he then extended an arm in greeting to the King, who 
was at least a good foot and a half taller and with biceps the size of Dick’s head. The lines on King 
Myand’r’s face seemed to still as he regarded the hand with curiosity, watching the way it shook 
as Dick willed his nerves to still. 


“It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir. Truly.” Dick tried his award-winning smile — one that had gotten 
him out of trouble many a time — but the King only furrowed his brows, and Dick recalled that he 
probably couldn’t understand him. 


Kory cleared her throat in the distance, and then proceeded to introduce Dick herself, speaking 
in accented Tamaranean until she’d said his name in perfect english. She beamed with pride and 
love, looking bashful when her gaze met the ground. 


Dick didn’t need to understand Tamaranean to know that she’d told them he was her fiance. 
Before he knew what was happening, the King picked Dick up into a fierce embrace, lifting the 
smaller man off the ground entirely and laughing uproariously despite Dick’s squeals of protest. 
The Queen had gasped softly, and then held her daughter by the shoulders, tears shining in her 


eyes. 


“Welcome, g’uryab, to our family!” The grizzled King exclaimed after putting Dick back down onto 
solid ground. Through his beard, he could tell the man was smiling at him. 


“G-..gooryab?” Dick emulated in confusion once he’d gotten air back into his crushed lungs. 
“It means outsider, but he’s saying it in welcoming terms,” Kory explained hastily. 
The King nodded, as if to be in agreement. “Come, sit, eat! | must get to know this formidable 


man my daughter has chosen as a husband. You are too small, and must yet grow! The sawam’i is" 
as much home to us as it is to you!” 


“The...what?” Dick called after him, but the King and Queen were already making their way 
towards the lavish dining table, made of a stone that would certainly never be found on Earth. 


Kory frowned, rubbing her chin with her fingers. “It...doesn’t translate well in your tongue.” 

“Is it...bad?” 

She shook her head and smiled, unruly red curls moving with her. “Not at all. He’s implying that 
the Goddess of the stars has blessed you as she’s blessed us. X’hal herself. He means to say his 


love for me is now love for you. See? | told you that you had nothing to worry about.” 


Dick scratched the back of his head, puzzled. “I can’t say | totally understand, but maybe that’s 
exactly what | love about you.” 


“Oh? And what’s that?” 


His hands found her waist and he pulled her close, not caring for any who were watching or if his 
touch was bold and provocative in such an alien setting. “You’re a mystery | can never solve, that | 
get lost in. How, with you, | feel like I’m always learning, and | want to know more. As infinite as the 
galaxies out there. Quite simply, Koriand’r of Tamaran, | cannot wait to be your husband.” 
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By: Nightglider124 


Light was suddenly snatched from the room, plunging everything into shadows. Life 
drained from the TV whilst the lamps lost their souls; power being stolen right out from 
under them. 

Kory jolted upright, eyes snapping to the light above their coffee table. She glanced back at 
Dick whose brows were furrowed in confusion too. He followed her, sitting up to investigate 
the sudden loss of electricity. 


“What has happened?” Kory voiced, allowing green energy to manifest from the palm of her 
hand, giving them something to work with. 


Dick moved across the living room until he reached the large window. He peered out at the 
city, noticing the lack of city lights which usually blinded them in the evenings. 


“Hm... looks like it’s a city wide power outage.” 


She joined his side; the green glow only grew more intense, a faint lime splashing against 
the walls. 


Kory clicked her tongue, “That’s a shame... | was enjoying our movie.” 


Dick chuckled and turned his head in her direction, placing a kiss to her temple, “I’m sure 
it'll come back soon. At least we have you to light up the room.” 


She smirked and raised a brow at him, sensing an underlying line of flirtation, “Aren’t you 
sweet...” 


He grinned, “It’s the truth.” 


Kory eyed the pulsing energy between her slender fingers, “Who knew that my abilities 
could be so... practical.” 


A laugh poured from his throat before he slipped his arms around her waist, pulling her 
pelvis to his, “So... how should we pass the time until the power comes back?” 


Kory scrunched her nose up, considering the possibilities, “Hm... decisions, decisions...” 
The fingertips of her free hand danced across the muscles of his arm, brushing against his 
biceps in appreciation. She giggled at the playful banter before she tilted her head, 


ethereal eyes catching a glimpse of something truly breathtaking that lay beyond the glass. 


“We should go and look at the stars...” She murmured, 


He followed her gaze and nodded, “Good idea... might be easier than trying to stargaze when the 
city lights are on full.” 


Offering him a grin, Kory turned on her heel and floated towards their front door, hearing the 
jangle of keys as Dick picked them up on the way out, ensuring they wouldn’t be locked out upon 
their return. 


Circling the stairs to the higher levels in the apartment block, the couple made a game of it after 
only a few seconds. Kory’s laughter ricocheted off the walls as she ascended higher in the 
stairwell, always a touch out of Dick’s reach as he took on the role of the cat, whilst Kory was his 
mouse. 


With the game holding their attention, they reached the door to the roof in no time; Kory pushing it 
wide open and stepping out into the night. 


Dick grinned as he appeared behind her, hands on her arms and pressing a kiss to her shoulder, 
“Caught you.” 


Kory snorted, a mannerism she’d picked up from her time on Earth, “If you say so...” 


He smirked and released her as his eyes were drawn to the sky above them. Kory followed his gaze 
and a soft gasp escaped her at the sight. 


Inky black smeared with streaks of navy, acted as a simple backdrop for the spectacles that were 
performing centre stage tonight. 


Stars were scattered all across the blank canvas, winking at the world below. A surge of brightness 
swelled from each and every celestial point; lights in the darkness, enabling beings to find their 
way home across the universe. 


A misted nebula huddled them together, stretched far but serving the purpose as to not let them 
wander too far. The clouds of dust that fell from them were static in the atmosphere, a seamless 
blanket to be wrapped within. 


The mother to the stars sat high in the sky as well, a patient sphere of grey as she watched her 
children twinkling like the unique forms that they were. A true beauty, despite her craters and 
scars from eons of guiding the nights after her love finished escorting beings through the day, his 
golden rays a contrast to her own cool glow. 


Two of the same, despite their differences; unable to ignore the undeniable pull to one another. 


Kory sighed as she dropped to the edge of the roof, allowing her legs to dangle over the side. She 
waited until Dick was perched beside her to lace their fingers together, 


“The world is so beautiful like this...” She breathed, “Free from flaws and problems... it is truly > 
breathtaking...” al . 


Dick eyed her, his heart full of admiration for not only her, but for the way she 
There were none like her in his life; no one who appreciated life bates: 


“It really is...” His eyes finally slid from her to stare upwards again. 


Kory smiled as her emerald orbs alighted on something, “It is nice to see the constellations never really 
change, no matter which planet | find myself on.” 


With that, she pointed up at three single stars in alignment with one another, whispering, 
“Gusande’i.” 

Dick smirked, “Orion’s belt?” 

“Is that what it is in English?” 

He nodded. 


“| always liked it growing up... the three stars, they often reminded me of my siblings and |. Three of 
us... Separated, within reach and yet never close enough...” 


He squeezed her hand; a small gesture to show his support as a slither of sadness found its way to her 
heart. 


“Any others that have a special place in your heart?” He murmured, kissing the shell of her ear, 


Kory’s jade gaze passed over several including Cygnus, Lyra and Aquila; all beautiful like their 
comrades but not quite the one she was searching for. 


Her eyes continued to roam until they caught onto one in particular. It was far and somewhat difficult 
to see but she could always decipher it. 


She lifted their joint hands and held them up towards the cluster of stars, partially hidden but stardust 
hanging in the airspace, “Do you see that one?” 


Dick followed her direction and narrowed his eyes, 

“That one, there?” 

Kory brushed her cheek against his shoulder and nodded, “Mhm... on my world it is called Kasihr.” 
“| think we call it Perseus... it has to do with Greek mythology here.” 


The Princess’ eyes sparkled at this, “We also base our constellation names on mythology on Tamaran... 
this is one of my favourites.” 


“What’s the myth behind it?” Dick asked, smiling at her never ending enthusiasm, 


“Well... on Tamaran, the legend behind Kasihr is that there were once two lovers who were destined b: 


another at every turn. But... the two of them always seemed to find their way back to e 
despite their struggles and distances. It continued like this through the entirety of 
and forth, life stopping them from ever being truly happy together. But, the un 
had birthed. It continued to test them but each trial was always worked | 
letting nothing stand in their way anymore.” 


“What’d they do?” 


“The two snuck away together, to a place where not even the universe’s eyes could find them. 
He searched for years but was never able to locate them, not until one day when... a crack 
appeared between the stars, the sky was splintered and it could not be repaired; their love 
defying the universe in the most... beautiful way.” 


Dick tilted his head, waiting for her to continue. 

Kory smiled softly and gazed at the stars, “They had a child... the ultimate creation of what 
they felt for one another. The universe knew he could no longer stop them from being together 
and he ceased placing hurdles in their path...” She paused and closed her eyes as a cool breeze 
lifted tendrils of her auburn hair, “That is why Tamaraneans believe Kasihr is in the shape of a 
crack, because their love is what caused it. Love is eternal on my world... the myth of Kasihr is 
part of why my people feel this so strongly.” 

Dick blinked and slowly smiled, “They’d be referred to as soul mates here on Earth.” 

“Soul mates?” 


“Mhm... two people, destined to be together, no matter what.” 


Kory nodded and glanced at their interlocked fingers, a question burning in her throat, begging 
to be voiced, 


“Do you think we are... soul mates?” 


Dick’s smiled, “Well... we’ve definitely had people and things stopping us through the years... 
and no one else has ever made me feel what you do... so | think so.” 


Kory’s expression morphed into one of joy and love. She reached across to cup his cheek and 
capture his lips with her own, allowing their love to flow between them as the silver light of the 
stars and moon washed over them, illuminating what they were destined to be. 


By: Pandora Imperatrix 


It was only three quarters into Koriand’r’s birth year, when she saw them for the first time: strange 
markings curling around her left wrist like a snake. It was like they were born with her even though only 
moments before her wrist was bare. Komand’r made fun of her, told her the marks were a curse and 
that she was doomed a terrible fate. Her mother chastised Komand’r and told Koriand’r to not listen to 
her sister who just added the episode to her long list of woes. For a while, the King and the Queen even 
developed an interest on the strange markings on their younger daughter. They took Koriand’r to 
wisemen and high priestesses and found out the scar-like scribblings were a very rare occurrence, the 
mark of a soul teared in half by X’hal. 


Ancient Tamaranean legends spoke about those touched by the stars. Some said it was a blessing, some 
would say it was a curse, but both agreed on the narrative that, noticing that some souls were too big to 
habit only one body, X’hal divided those souls in two. Yet, being a fair goddess, she made it so they 
could meet before the joining of all souls on her great fire. Every time someone with half of a divided 
soul was born, the first words their other half would say to them would appear on their skin. The 
Priestesses who believed of the markings were a blessing promised that when the princess found her 
other half she would meet great fortune, but the old monks preached that if the goddess divided them 
was to save them from a horrible doom. 


The King and the Queen became curious about whom could possibly be the bearer of the other half of 
their daughter’s soul. Being Koriand’r highborn, maybe they would also be of noble birth. Choosing to 
believe their daughter was blessed and not cursed, they tried to find meaning for the words on her wrist 
in hopes to find the princess’ missing soulmate. But the markings were so alien, they couldn’t find 
anything in the ancient scriptures and alien databases. Soon, the novelty faded and more important 
Estate matters appeared taking their focus from the silly writings on the child. However, to Koriand’r, 
the mystery had never lost its appeal, and every time she was laying on her bed, she would hold her 
hand high and the words “We'll get out of here. Believe me.” would gleam under the light of Tamaran’s 
twin moons. 


Later, when she was sold and enslaved the habit didn’t disappear. She traced the words sometimes, 
when she was feeling alone and worthless, under her body not the rich silks of her childhood, but dirt 
rags that she had to share with other poor souls enduring captivity. There was no sky where they kept 
her, no window to let moonlight pass through. But she would touch the markings with her fingers, 
marvelling at the fact that they took so much from her, but there was still something that remained, 
something that made her special, that brought her hope. Somewhere, probably across the stars was her 
soulmate and, even though she had no idea of whom they could possibly be, she swore the could feel 
the pull, the ache, the yearning to be together again, and that was what kept her going. 


When she finally heard the words she still had no idea of what they meant, but the sound of them 
burned her wrist finally breaking her from her stupor and readying her to battle again. She was in the 
arms of some boy, an alien boy. He smelled like dust, salt and something sweet and familiar, he was 
talking fast with someone else, not noticing that she was awake until she screamed to alert that more 
Gordonians were coming. She blasted them with her starbolts, still in his arms. For some crazy reason 
she felt safe there, like she belonged. It was something she hadn't felt in years. So safe that even 
thought they were in middle of the battle, she wasn’t able to fight the next fainting spell that came, 
overcoming her senses and making her fall asleep again. 


She awakes, so many Earth years after, now that she can understand the words on 
her wrist, now that she can hear his voice saying them in her mind even though 
she knows it can’t possibly be a memory from that exact instant. She doesn’t need 
it to be. As she has his first words to her trapped on her skin, she has his voice 
locked in her chest. She swallowed it the first time they kissed, and she wonders if 
it was more than language he transferred to her. With words and grammar, the 
pieces of their severed souls connected in just one free act of fate. 


She reaches for him across the bed, his face half hidden in the crook of his folded 
arms, soft pieces of inky hair falling around his furrowed brow as he dreams of 
heroic battles and triumphant victories. She holds his hand in hers, kissing it 
tenderly without waking him, breathes in that familiar sweet smell that now she 
knows it’s just him. There it is, on his calloused palm. He told her once, his blue 
eyes crinkling on the edges with a smile that didn’t seem able to leave his kiss- 
bruised lips when he has her where he wants. And he told her that when he was 
little, his parents used to think it was a scar from his many falls as an avid little 
acrobat apprentice. Sometimes, he asks her to say it out loud, even though he 
knows it only means “beware.” Sometimes, she sees him looking at where it should 
be under his glove, and the way he looks at her when he catches her watching can 
fly her to the stars or nail her to the ground. “Beware.” She wonders if it was a 
warning she sent to herself. 


She traces the writing with the tip of her finger, admiring how beautiful her 
mother language’s writing is, and how perfectly if fits on the skin of a boy that 
can’t even pronounce its basic words. She tried to teach him, but them being so 
young and so in love would always turn their Tamaranean language lessons into 
Tamaranean and Human comparative anatomy. 


She told him about the legends, about X’hal and how their souls would join 
together on her great fire one day. Dick had a very different set of beliefs than 
Koriand’r’s and, one day, he even broke her heart a little saying that he didn’t like 
the idea of having his destiny planned out from birth by the heavens like he was a 
puppet of fate. But, sometimes, he joked about how they were destined to meet, 
and that he was lucky to have a reminder on his skin that a princess fallen from 
the skies belonged to him. When he said those things she felt her heart inflate like 
a balloon, and it was not rare when the joy would lift her up quite literally and they 
would go for romantic strolling among the stars that orchestrated their meeting. 
And he always, always kissed her wrist so tenderly when they made love, paying 
attention to each of his words marking her golden skin as if he was thanking them 
for bringing her to him. 


By: BuffAlienGirlfriend 


If there was one thing Dick Grayson knew, it was that you should never bet against 
Koriand’r. It wasn’t like he had doubted her in the first place, but he never really hada 
real reference level for her alcohol tolerance, seeing as he had never seen her drink 
anything that really affected her. He’d seen her drink the most braggadocio men on 
earth under the table and walk away perfectly sober. Human alcohol of the strongest 
degree was nothing more than a drink to Kory. 


Well, until now. 


The LlUokorn Erad festival was a Tamaranean celebration that lasted the duration of 46 
Earth days, and it occurred roughly every 7 Tamaranean years. The timing was based 
on some astronomical phenomenon that Kory had explained on the way over here, but 
honestly Dick had forgotten every single technical thing she had said, and a lot of the 
terms were impossible to translate anyways. All that he had managed to get was that it 
was significant in her culture because the formation of the stars represented X’hal. 


And apparently the Tamaraneans honored their goddess with a raging party that could 
put any American frat to shame. 


Kory had tried earth alcohol, sure, but she disliked its taste and it never affected her. 
However, a glass of that shiny alien liquid with the consistency of raw egg yolk and just 
the slightest carbonation seemed to have the same effect on Kory that a shot of vodka 
would have on Dick. 


She tipped her glass all the way back, polishing off the contents of her glass before 
slamming the glass back onto the table before them. She shook her head, grimacing at 
the taste, and then burst out laughing. Her arm slung around Dick’s shoulders, and his 
hand easily found her waist in a comfortable and familiar position. 


“Babe, sorry I-” Kory was grinning, and she had to speak right into his ear to be heard 
over the loud party around them “-I-It’s just | haven’t gotten to celebrate an Erad in so 
long!” 


Dick kissed her temple, “Celebrate away, I’m fine with being a sober human.” 


She laughed at that, putting more of her weight on him, “Ryand’r will join us soon, and 
then you can take care of two Tamaranean drunkards.” 


“There is nothing | would rather do.” 


The large drinking hall around them was right in the heart of the bustling capital city. This was the city 
where Kory essentially grew up, as it is adjacent to the royal palace, and Kory and Dick had spent the 
day touring the city, seeing the sights and enjoying their time together. Dick had loved seeing her 
childhood home, but he had also loved seeing her revisit all those places from her youth, and he 
especially loved listening to all the stories about the trouble she used to get up to. 


The bartender was just refilling Kory’s glass with more shimmering, bubbly liquid, when Dick was 
forcefully slammed forward into the table before him. Ryand’r, who had slapped a hand on both Dick 
and Kory’s backs, was grinning at them. 


“Ryand’r!” 


Kory wheeled around and threw her arms around her brother’s neck, launching herself at him. He 
laughed and caught her, spinning her once before putting her back down. Meanwhile, Dick had only 
just partially recovered from what was probably just a friendly pat on the back by Tamaranean 
standards, and he was now struggling to get a proper lungful of air. 


Quickly noticing this, Kory stepped back to Dick, cupping his face in her hands, “My love, what 
happened?” 


Ryand’r could only laugh, if a little guiltily, and scratch at the back of his neck, “That was me. Sorry, | 
forgot humans are...human-y.” 


Dick waved off his concerns, managing a deep breath, “Me and my human-ness has managed spending 
time with one Tamaranean, | think | can survive one more.” 


Now standing at Kory’s other side, Ryand’r was grinning and gesturing at the bartender to get him and 
his sister some more drinks. The bar was standing room only, and the three of them were pressed 
shoulder to shoulder, but they still had to lean towards each other in order to be heard above the 
revelry. Ryand’r and Kory were speaking in rapid Tamaranean, laughing and drinking, and Dick just 
smiled, watching the two siblings catch up. Dick had always liked Ryand’r, he was a breath of fresh air 
after all the mess with Komand’r, and just getting to see Kory with her younger brother was rather 
touching. 


Suddenly, Kory spins around, “Love, tell Ryan the news!” 

Dick quite proudly leaned in to announce, “Kory and | are engaged.” 

Ryand’r looked at the two of them blankly, the way you look at someone who has just told a joke you 
don’t get, but Kory just raised the hand that held her engagement ring and trilled in bright 


Tamaranean. Immediately, Ryand’r was beaming, “That's incredible! Congratulations!” 


It was with great restraint that Ryand’r gently laid a hand on Dick's back instead of firmly slapping him 
the way he clearly wanted to. Dick appreciated the gesture. 


“We want you to come to the wedding, Ryan. It would mean so much to us, and I’ve been meaning to 
show you Earth for ages!” 


“| would love to, sister.” 


Kory and Ryand’r were grinning and holding hands, when Kory gasped and pulled 
going to get us some bu'leyke, Dick hasn’t tried it yet!” 


She hurried away from the bar, pushing through the throngs of people, leaving Dick and Ryand’r 
alone at the bar. Ryand’r polished off his drink, slammed the glass back onto the bar, and fixed Dick 
with a grin, “So!” 


Dick raised his eyebrows, unsure of where this was going. The fact that Ryand’r was as tall as all the 
other Tamaraneans around them (that is to say, tall, practically towering over Dick), didn’t help his 
nerves. 


“You are sworn to marry my sister! Nice. A fighter like you is worthy of a great warrior like Koriand’r.” 


Ryand’r swung his arm around Dick’s shoulders, and dragged him in for a side hug, “You will treat her 
well! And you will have a large family, your many children will be warriors just like the two of you, 
and you shall have very prosperous lives together!” 


Then Ryand’r was laughing, probably at the look of shock and embarrassment on Dick’s face, and 
began to drink from his once again filled glass. Kory returned with two large baskets of something 
that Dick could only describe as red and writhing. 


“Quick! Eat before it settles!” 

The royal siblings stuck their hands into the baskets, scooping up handfuls of the wiggling red lumps 
and eating them as fast as they could, while Dick only picked up one small chunk and carefully bit 
down on it. 


It was...salty? But not really, it was soft and yet dry and chewy... 


Well, it was kinda good, actually. 


Kory and Dick were perched on a steep cliff, overlooking the bustling capital city. Kory had a bottle 
of orange and green liquid that she called Tamaran’s version of wine, and Dick had actually found it 
quite good. They were draped over each other, laying on a large blanket, arms and legs tangled 
together. The stars were much brighter here than they were back on Earth and Tamaran had three 
moons, which truthfully did make the night sky much more picturesque. 


Kory stroked the side of Dick’s face, tucking a piece of hair behind his ear in the process, “My love, 
what is wrong?” 


“Nothing,” he quickly morphed his subconscious frown to a soft smile, “Everything is perfect, 
sunshine.” 


Kory pursed her lips, seeing right through him as she always did, “You’ve been acting odd all 
evening. Did Ryan say something to you? He’s always liked you so much | didn’t think it would hurt, 
leaving you two alone.” 


“No, that’s not it.” 


“Well then, what is it?” 


He sighed, taking her hand in his, “It’s just, | feel out of place here,” he couldn’t make eye contact with 
her fierce green irises, instead focusing on her purple nail polish, “You seem so happy here, these are 
your people, and I’m just...getting in the way.” 


“Oh, Dick,” Kory cupped his cheek, gently raising his head and thus his gaze to meet hers, “You are not 
getting in the way, you are one of the greatest joys of my life. Getting to bring you here, to show you 
my roots, to show you the way my people celebrate, it is bringing my two worlds together. Earth is my 
home now, but | cannot forget who | am, the culture | belong to, and | want to share it with you.” 


She softly kissed him, as if to emphasize her point, “Dick Grayson, | want Tamaran to be your home as 
well.” 


They laid down together on the blanket, keeping each other warm as the city sparkled below them, 
listening to the distant sounds of the festival. 


“Kory, anywhere you are is home.” 


SS Solr C#Tare 


By: Bluerene 


Everything about her was beautiful, even when she was angry. 


No, especially when she was angry. There was something incomparably alluring about the 
way her emotions simmered beneath her skin. She glowed when she was happy. But she 
blazed when she was angry. 


And right now, she was downright furious. Dick was having trouble focusing on the fact that 
his girlfriend was practically on fire with rage. 


She was just so pretty. She had showered and changed out of her bloodied uniform when 
they had returned home, opting for an old black t-shirt of his and plain cotton shorts. 


White bandages around her hips peeked out above the waistband of her pants. A collection 
of dark purple bruises marred her shins. He could see half-healed burn marks that traveled 
up the length of her left arm. And there, on the roof of Titan’s Tower, with her glorious red 
hair blowing in the wind against the backdrop of a star-studded sky- she looked downright 
ethereal. 


He told her so, rather pointedly, earning a contemptuous glare in response. 
“If that is all you are able to think about right now, | have made my case very poorly.” 


“Honestly, Kory, I’m not completely sure why you’re upset,” he bit back, though that was 
completely untrue, and really he was still thinking of adjectives to further describe how 
sinful she looked, “you know | didn’t have a choice in that fight. Bomb or not, we put the 
civilians before everything else.” 


“You always have a choice, Dick, and you always choose yourself. You never look to me or 
anyone else. You never ask for help,” she replied sourly, “We have had this conversation 
countless times, and yet it does not stick with you.” 


“| don’t know what you want from me. I’m not going to apologize for doing my job.” Would he 
be singed if he tried to flirt with her right now? Probably. Would it be worth it? Probably not. 


“Your job is not to get killed,” Kory spat. 


She was grounded in her feelings. Dick could respect that, even if he didn’t like it. He hadn’t 
come away unscathed either. Were it not for Raven healing his ribs and leg, he probably 
wouldn’t be walking for several weeks. She had wrapped bandages around his chest to help 
set the bones that still ached, but his skin was still mottled and blue where she hadn’t yet 
focused her magic, and there was a nasty burn that was sure to leave a scar across his back. 
It fucking sucked to be human. So fragile. Too fragile. 


“My job is to help people, Starfire. I’ve been doing it for years, long before | met you, and 
long...for as long as we are together.” 


Shit. 
Hurt flashed across her face. 
“Long after? Is that what you were going to say?” 


“That’s not what | meant and you know it,” he said quickly, swallowing the guilt that had balled 
up in his throat, “I’m just saying | know what I’m doing and I’m willing to pay the price for it.” 


Dick hadn’t missed the way she squeezed his hand during the healing session. Nor had he 
ignored the sound of her sobbing in the shower, or the slight redness that tinged the corners of 
her eyes. Even now, he could see her gaze traveling across his body, fixed on the injuries that 
were not hidden by his t-shirt and pajama pants. 


“You might be willing to pay the price. But | am not,” Kory said fiercely, “I cannot talk to you 
when you are like this, Dick - you are stubborn and mean and so willful you will listen to 
anything other than what | have to say. And you make me feel silly and foolish and insane for 
believing we could ever be happy together.” 


He knew her pain was the driving force behind her words right now, but damn, if that didn’t 
sting a little. 


The cool night air blew through them, and his eyes drifted to the stray red curls that brushed 
against her cheek. To him, she was like a galaxy that had folded in on itself, impossibly full of 
life and wonder and stardust. 


Okay, wax-poetic, he thought dryly, this is getting a little ridiculous. Your girlfriend is about 
ready to throw you off the tower. Either apologize or make your case. Stop thinking about how 
gorgeous she is. 

Dick changed tactics. 

“You're right,” he said soothingly, reaching out to take her hand, “I should have been more 
careful. But we needed to act quickly, and | did what | needed to do. I’m here with you now, 
alive and well. Isn’t that enough?” 


Her eyes narrowed with mistrust. 


“And what of the next time? Will you ask me for assistance? Or Raven? Or Garfield? Or Damien, 
for that matter?” 


and moonlight, or the small spattering of star-like freckles that shimmered ac! 
her nose when she was incensed. He did not trace the curve of her waist with 
mourn the loss of her warmth when she pulled her hand to her chi . 


“What if it were me?” Kory said softly, “What if | had thrown myself into that man instead of you?” 
His blood ran cold. 


“What if it had been you, believing | may have been dead for those few minutes? You, standing with the 
others, unsure of whether you would be sleeping beside me or burying my body in the hours that 
followed?” 


He didn’t miss the tremble in her voice or the tears that had begun to pool in her eyes. 
“That isn’t fair,” he said, “we’ve always known there was a risk.” 


“{t is not about the risk,” Kory cried out, reaching out to cup his face, “Dick, you are the center of my 
world. You are my best friend. You are the man | love. You are the person | depend on in the heat of battle. 
| know we may die, | know we are in danger because of what we do,” she sucked in a breath and blinked, 
her voice breaking as she continued on, “but X’hal, | want to grow old with you. | want to love you much 
longer than | have already.” 


She dropped her head and sniffled, her shoulders shaking as she wept against him. 

Dick swallowed the lump in his throat, bringing a hand to lift up her chin. 

“You've become my whole universe in these last few years,” he said quietly, “you know that, right? | look at 
the sun and | only see you. Every happy sound brings me back to your laugh. When you’re mad at me, I’m 


lost in how beautiful you are.” 


“So | have noticed,” she mumbled, an involuntary smile gracing her lips. 
“It’s terribly distracting,” he teased, “one of these days, |’ll end up with a burned ass.” 


“You have certainly come close,” she said coolly, winding her free hand around his waist. He felt a spark 
against his tailbone and yelped. 


“| deserved that one,” Dick grumbled, “because | didn’t take your feelings seriously. And | brushed aside 
how much today hurt you. I’m sorry.” 


Kory sighed and leaned in to press a kiss to his neck. 


“| know you are sorry. | know you are a hero and | know you will follow your instincts to save as many lives 
as possible. | am sorry that | am still selfish. | still want more time with you.” 


“Oh, Star, | don’t think that’s selfish at all,” he said, pulling her closer, “I want that same beautiful future 
with you. Being heroes doesn’t mean we aren't allowed to love or have dreams or want wonderful things 
from life.” 


“Then next time, | ask that you think of that future, Dick. And think of me.” 


He brushed away a lone teardrop from her cheek and touched his lips to her forehead. 


And then he kissed her. Properly, the way he had been fantasizing of doing since she’d dra 
the rooftop in the middle of the night to scream at him. He ignored the bite of pain on 
she kissed him back insistently, her fingers coming to clutch the front of his 
slipped from their mouths breathlessly, brief pauses in the storm they hi d 


Green energy bloomed from her skin, coming off in warm swirls that curled around him and stroked his 
shoulders. She rose into a float and wrapped her legs around his waist gently, anchoring her hips to his. 
Neither of them noticed when the blush of dawn had begun to bleed into the sky, nor the creak of the 
rooftop door when it opened and quickly shut with a gasp. His name tumbled from her lips repeatedly in 
quiet, loving, longing sighs. 


“Think of me,” she said again, laying her head against his chest, crimson locks spilling across their bodies. 


Dick grinned and brushed her hair away from her face. 


“Kory, don’t you know by now? | am always thinking of you.” 
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By: Troia (kor-ee-an-door) 


Sunlight is burning into his skin, beams slicing his shoulders while his crown is heating up 
from their heat. The star-shaped gemstones block his vision in their endless dance from the 
wind, taunting him with light and cheer. His crown is a wedding gift from Komand'r, and thus, 
malicious and vile. / heard of the star-crossed lovers of Earth, and it seemed a fit reminder. 
Destiny has away with my sister, after all. 


He knows he doesn’t fit into this world. Dors is either scorching hot or burning cold. The 
Tamaranean garments he wears protect him from excess radiation, but not the wind. The 
food itches his tongue, the water feels heavy, and he has already offended the King once. 
Around him, courtiers of the court laugh and talk over a meal that could feed a village while 
Kory petitions the King to send aid to New Tamaran. 


He can sit and eat, act like the weather isn't bothering him. He can pretend not to 
understand the courtiers who loudly whisper about him. The Earthling, the frail prince, the 
rude diplomat. 


He can do this because he has offended the King once, and he knows Kory has been worried 
about him getting hurt. 


He turns his attention back to his wife. She looks ethereal with an endless sky behind her, 
the stars and the moon of her crown gleaming with sunlight. The violet of her dress and her 
crystalline cloak fit perfectly to the picturesque setting. She looks half the queen she was 
raised to be and half the goddess she is. 


She turns to him a fraction and reaches her foot forward next to his, reminding him that he is 
on her mind. The rational part of him knows that it is not much he can do here. He has been 
informed enough about the Royal Decorum to know his next mistake may cost him his head. 


He also knows the King would readily take it, lest it means Princess Koriand'r is single. No, 
the safest way forward for them and Tamaran is to stay composed and not tempt destiny. 


When he thinks back on it, it may have been destiny calling him, a death wish written in stars. 


The King keeps hitting on Kory, joking with vague threats to his life instead of answering her 
questions about aid and trade. He sees Kory getting more frustrated, her tone is constrained 
and careful. Her eyes, on the other hand, an opaque jade that is filled with fire ready to 
explode. He feels her fury as if they share it. It comes up from the careless gossip around 
him. It comes up from Komand'r gifting them crowns and wishing them doom. 


It comes up suddenly, without filter or tact, and it is an easy enough question of manners. 
How can Dors offer them a ten-course meal for their trouble, but not respect them enough 
to listen to their appeal for aid? 


He does not hear the King, as much as he hears the table break in half. He looks at Kory, and he 
sees stars on her crown tremble. 


“This is your second offense, Earthling!" 


Dick’s mind works at lightspeed, imagining millions of scenarios to stop this from escalating 
further. He should take Kory and leave; he should apologize; cause a distraction; de-escalate. 


They are still faster than he is. 


The King makes a move to lift the ax, but a blinding light suddenly pushes the metal down to a 
puddle on the table. 


“Your Grace, I'd advise sitting back down before you think about hurting my husband,” Kory says 
calmly, as she leans down to the table. Her hand, blazing violet, hovers above the molten metal 
but does not touch it. The King turns his attention to her, his eyes as fiery as her hand. 

“Consider your next step very carefully, Princess. You might start a war,” he says slowly. 

No one else on the table dares move, including him, even to breathe. 

“Make a move towards my husband, and | assure you, you will lose it,” she says. Her arm is still 
glowing violet, and he can feel the heat as clearly as he can the sunlight on his shoulders. Her face 
is turned to the King, daring him to move, but he knows that her focus is on him, a silent assurance 


that they will take this next step together. 


For a moment, he is distracted by how lovely she looks: her dress blows gently in the wind, the 
stars falling to her face glimmer violet, gold, green. 


Goddess and Queen, indeed. 

“Your Grace,” Dick starts, “| apologize for offending you.” It’s not much, but a start. The rest 
follows quickly. “I didn't mean to offend you. | am from Earth and therefore alien, | have a lot to 
learn. However, as Consort to the Princess, | have to look out for her people.” 


Furthermore, he can’t prove Komand’r right. 


The King remains silent, his grip on the ax does not waver, but he did not lift it up either. “And you, 
Princess? Would you apologize for your consort’s behaviour?” 


Asilent dare: do you apologize for yours? 
“No. You have been disrespectful to Tamaran by ignoring our appeal for aid and by threatening 


our Prince Consort,” she says. His eyes flicker to the violet light spreading to her 
glowing green. 


She looks otherworldly. She looks deadly. 


He lets go of his weapon. 


“Fair enough. | shall send you an ambassador. We shall convene when the Prince has learned our ways,” 
he declares to the table, and Dick hears thirty people exhale at once. 


“| think that was a success!” Kory says excitedly when they enter their chamber. 

He sits on the nearest chair and laughs, if only momentarily, then takes off his crown. It feels different in 
his hands, beautiful and lighter. In his hands, it doesn’t feel like an impossible fate, a cosmic mistake. 
Kory was born for this, and she was made for this. 


Apparently, he needs more than his etiquette training from Alfred to be a Prince. 


“Are you okay, honey?” Kory asks him after he’s been silent for too long. Her hands touch his bare 
shoulders and applies a cold balm on the sunburns prickling at his skin. 


“Am | doing it justice?” he asks finally, as quiet as a secret, “I know I’m letting Komand’r get into my head. 
But a part of me thinks I’m one second away from messing this up.” 


“Truly? All| saw was why | needed you there with me. You were fantastic.” she replies quickly as she 
moves to sit on his lap, leaning into him as he wraps his arms around her. 


“Yeah?” 


“Yes,” she replies, pressing a soft kiss to his brow. “You showed grace and tact when | was ready to blast 
him into the sky. It was the rational, diplomatic thing to do.” 


She smiles and nudges his cheek with her nose, “I think we did great, considering my sister probably 
hoped we’d be executed for not bowing to the court jester low enough.” 


He chuckles and waits as she puts their crowns down on the floor and gets closer to him. 

“Do you think we were destined to do this?” he asks because a part of him does want to know. He feels 
like he should, all the moments that led them here feels like a cosmic spell. Today they got lucky, but a 
part of him does wonder. 

“| believe | was destined to find you, to come to Earth, be a Titan. But | also believe we’re free to live how 
we choose," she says thoughtfully. “We found each other amongst the stars, yes, but this,” she takes his 
left hand, their wedding bands shining, “is us, choosing each other. Not some cosmic luck.” 


“And you choose me, with my diplomatic faux-passes and un-princely manners?” 


She looks at him, her smile brighter than the sun. 


“My people have been left without refuge and friends for a very long time, and it means 
me that you are willing to fight for them now. And | could not have chosen a better 
me. So yes, | do.” 


He pulls her closer for a kiss and does just so until he forgets the r 
her, in a heaven of their own making. 


Years of fighting magic have taught him destiny is nothing but a story. He knows there is no 
happy ending written in stars. 


But he knows he was made to love her. Was meant to be with her. And the good or bad, he will 
take every moment with her. 


“You know, let’s travel after this,” he says, “go somewhere just us.” 


“Where to?” Kory asks, her spirits already lifted by the possibility of exploring a bit more of 
this wondrous universe with him. He holds her a little tighter, smiling. 


“Anywhere,” he replies, but from the glimmer in her eyes, he can see she has a few ideas of her 
own already. “As long as we’re together, | don’t mind seeing more of what stars have in store 
for us.” 


